Whenever thoughts are of a darker nature 

The mind's walls succumb to worldly despair 
All that inspires this amateur hand to trace 
Fades into the shadowy depths of the abyss 

As nothing can rouse my spirit from this oppressive 
Gloom that descends much like an ashen cloud 
The subtle pleasures this world has to offer 
Swallowed by a tempest of the mind's eye 

The turbulent nature of such an experience 
Rendering thoughts of a calm and quite nature 
Devoid of their usual clarity and warmth 

A grim reminder of the harrowing ordeal 
Which leaves a firm imprint within the mind 

In the form of a memory one cannot forget 














